MY PLANS UNFOLDED

privily with his own best riding camels and so, none
knowing, disappear into the drought-stricken desert.

They knew not when they would return. Perhaps in
thirty or forty days, perhaps not at all

If they could bring a party of men and camels from the
sands well and good; if not, I must accept failure.

On so slender a thread hung the prospect of even a start
to my cherished journey.

I must be resigned in any case to wait here long weeks
with no very strong hopes.
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